138                   ' INDISCRETIONS '
never straying from my face, her hands clasped in her lap. Only the even tone of her quiet voice expressed her hopelessness and her strongly contained emotion. She was shortly to be married, and it was with a shock that I learned that this girl, on whom a European education had been lavished, had never even seen her prospective bridegroom except once from her window as he passed in the street below. She told me that the unveiling of a bride's face by her husband is one of the ceremonies of marriage. " Marriage is with us the crowning humiliation of our lives/' she passionately declared.
A few days later when I met her father I could not resist talking to him of his daughter's unhappiness. " She is like her sister/' he said with a laugh. " When I went to see her the morning after her marriage I found her with her head in her hands and her eyes red with weeping. Not very cheerful for her husband, was it ? But Aziyade will get used to it. They all do/'
The strangeness of the Turkish marriage customs formed a continual subject of wonderment to me during my stay in Constantinople, perhaps because I so often heard it discussed by the caged daughters of the harems. I dined once at the house of a palace official called Noury Bey, who entertained me at dinner by telling me all manner of indiscreet stories about his own domestic affairs and his country. He told me that his mother had been a beautiful Circassian, but that when she was carried off at an early age by the scourge of cholera his father was so lonely that he married three wives straight away, so that his little boy was in the unenviable position of having three quarrelsome stepmothers at one time. His138                   ' INDISCRETIONS '
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